all was told. She*would have enough to pay her hotel
bill. But would she? She was not sure that she had
enough even for that. Then, for some unknown period
of time, she would have to stay in Antioch till she could
find a ship going to The City. She would have to sail
during the next two or three weeks, for the sailing season
was almost at an end. In The City, her sisters would help
her to find work. She would have to get back to The
City as soon as she possibly could. But how was she to
pay for her passage of a thousand miles by sea? She
would have to go by sea; she could not possibly afford
the land route. If she delayed for only a few days, she
might lose the last ship of the season and be stranded at
Antioch till April. She had a very unpleasant twenty
minutes, thinking of these things.

Then she wondered who this man was whom the
dealer called Silpi. What was he? What was he doing
with this Trade Commission? And what was the Trade
Commission? It certainly had nothing to do with Trade.
"Officers of the Office of Foreign Commerce," she re-
flected. The men were well-born, well-bred Persians,
no doubt, but they had nothing to do with commerce.
They were cavalry officers doing a little spying for the
Persian King, no doubt. They had been along the coast
no doubt, westward to Myra and beyond, southward to
Tyre and beyond, to learn the truth of this reported
gathering of the Empire's troops for war in the spring.
If that was what they were, who was this Silpi? Was
he an Imperial officer with an eye upon them? Was he
an Imperial Secret Service man? What little jobs had
Peter & Son done for him? The man had been courteous
and kind to her, but she had not taken to his face. There
was something secret and sinister about the face. SilpL
She could think of no man nicknamed Silpi. In her set,